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MEETS 

%eWHCH DOCTOR! 




AN ISLAND/ IMAGINE AN I6LAND 

> 1 IN ALL THIS 

WE 60TTA FIND *=* OCEAN.' 
60ME WATER PETE/*" 
WE ONLY GOT ONE 
PEPSI -COLA 
BETWEEN US/ 




MORE PEPSI, MORE/ 
I KNEW THERE WUZ 
SUMP'N FISHY 
ABOUT THIS 
ISLAND/. 

f 




\^@D 



DON'T BE A 
SIMPLE SIMON 
-ASK FOR A 
BIG PEPSI - 
COLA! 
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It's big.... it's EXCITING.... it's Colonel Lane's Mairtmoth Circus? 
And the fast talking, Quick thinking BARKER, Carnie Calahan, 
Could always be counted on to pack the customers in .... until , 
he ran into a new kind of competition in the person of the / 
most feared man in Yukster County - SORCSRSR SI, the 
Mountain "Witch Doctor ! 
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' 



iffiw e circus train 
puffs ats "way into 
|He HH country.,,. 



r s#* 






zsszftmj. 



^t 







F VES.SIR, CARNIE, 
AFTER ALL MY YEARS 
IN THE CIRCUS, I 
STILL LOOK FORWARP 
TO THIS ANNUAL 
VISIT TO 
•YUKVILLE.' 






/ WHY, THEY SLAVE ALL YEAR 
IN YUKSTER COUNTY, THINKING ' 
OF THIS ONE WEEK WHEN THE 
HARVEST WILL BE IN AMP THEY J 
CAN COME TO TOWN TO BASK 
IN THE JOY ANP SUNSHINE 
THAT EMANATES FROM 
COLONEL LANE'S 
MAMMOTH 
CIRCUS ,' 




*»-.^: 



£°t 



agar 



^S 
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WHAT'S SO 
AWFUL ABOUT 
THAT? IT 
SOUNPS LIKE 
A GAS.' 



MOtl PON'T REALIZE WHAT TH 
I /MEANS.' SOECEREf? SI IS 1 A 
'OF LEGEND IN YUKSTER COUNTY 
l PEOPLE BELIEVE IN THE SIGNS 
REAPS —THEY'LL FOLLOW HIS 
WARNINGS TO r^sr-^— 
THE tETTER.^^^-^r^ 





MEANING THAT HE'LL REEF' 
OUR CUSTOMERS AWAV.EH? 
WEIL, IN THAT CASE, HOW 
ABOUT WAKING OUR NEXT 
ENGAGEMENT FIRST 
ANP COMING BACK 
To YUKVILLE THE 
FOLLOWING 
WEEK? 



IMPOSSIBLE/ YUKSTER 
COUNTY PEOPLE COME TD TOWN 
ONLY THAT ONE WEEK IN THE 
YEAR - IF YOU PON'T CATCH 
■EM THEN, YOU HAVE TO 
WAIT UNTIL NEXT YEAR/ 




THEN PON'T TELL ME •rfDU'LL LET SOME 
MOUNTAIN WITCH POCTOR PO US OUT OF A 
WEEK'S TAKE.' LISTEN, I'LL TAKE CARE OF 
THAT GUY MYSELF IF HE TRIES TO PULLi 
ANYTHING.— ANP WE'RE PLAYING / r wish 






HEY, CALAHAN.,,. WHERE ARE YOU 
CHUMPS TAKING THAT MOTH^, 
EATEN CIRCUS?^ 
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/.„ANP, LAP-E-E-S ANP>) 




j&gik u 


[ GENTLEMEN, THE — < 




CV «K 


V BIGGEST WILPANIMALY- 




fP* R 


/ SHOW ON EARTH.' __*/ 


l^^j» 




/thevke tremenpous7\\ N 




THEY'RE FEROCIOUS U 


^Jyj| 




AWP THEY'RE HERE M 




7 TO SlVE YOU THE / VI 






1 THRILL OF A f^ IA< 






V^FETIME.' / 11 








m Te> /J 






R^ 





'SO STEP RICHT UP, 
FOLKS, ANPSBT 
TICKETS/ 



. H6H.' HBH.' GET *— -A 
y f^U VOUKVCKETS ANP 
PREPARE TO PI 



"A" 



SO* 
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/THE SIGHS POINT TO EVIL ANP 
MISFORTUNE FOR THAT CIRCUS.' 
SORCERER SI KNOWS.' 
STAY AWAY FROM 
BAP LUCK.' 




WE'RE SUNK.CARNIE.' I TOIP YOU 
THESE PEOPLE BELIEVE INy-rf 
SORCERER ^s^tk -"/ I M NOT 

s/ nSttBk A v quitting.' 



SORCERER SI OR \ (HEAR THAT 
fc NO -.AH WOPKEPALLL=»«=rFOLKS2 
:rVEAR A-LOORIN'FORWARpJ NOW 4 
TO THIS HYAR CIRCUS -<f TWRKS 
N/ A LAP WITH 
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MS.' HE'S COMING 


i& S 3 ^ 


•J"iJg-----7y ^ 


ee/ 


^fc— jr " ~_^- 


Irf*?n8 


:-j . - 


■"/ 




/^W»^».-"-" 




YOU'VE DONE ALL 
THE PAMAGE YOU'RE 
GONG TO DO.' NOW 
WHAT WAS YOUR 
ANGLE IN PKIVING 
THE CROWD AWAY 
ANP MAKING US 
FOLP UP? 



WHUTT ME \| 

DRIVE A 
CROWD AWAY 
> FROM A <1 

c incus? 

YOU MUST K 
DAf FY, BUB/. 
CIRCUSES IS " 
MEAT ANP DRINK 
JO ME.' AH BEEN 
WAITIN' ALL 
V'AR FEK !J! 




f ALL YOU FOLKS MUST 
BE DAFT, SOIN' HOME 
JEST WHEN THE 
CIRCUS IS IN 
TOWN .' 




— , , » i . i „ . 

BUT. SORCERER SI, YOU 
SAID IT WAS BAD LUCK TO 
GO INTO THAT CIRCU5 .' 
VOU SAID THE SIGNS 
WUZ AGIN' IT.' 



1^'tidW 






i^&Wu&X^ u^rn 2C 



i 
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"NEVER HEEERP O' SECH NONSENSE .... HOW COUIP AH? 
HA' TOLP YE THAT WHEN AH ONLY JEST ARRI VEP ? 
BESIDES, AH BEEN RSAPIN'AIL THE SIGNS TO' -5 

'vmiicce ' ("Tue M 575 W A WEEK ANP THEY'S, 
YIPPEEE: THEN VYE#*t PUHFECT FOA 
KIN SEE THEClRCUifr gSSfflfj 
AFTER ALL.', 











VULTURE, EH7 I THINK YOU HIT IT THAT 
TIME, SPUPO.' HE'S BEEN WAITING FOR 
OUR CIRCUS TO PASS 
OUT SO HE COULP 
SOTO WORKJ 




"HURRY.' THE 
OtOWCAME 

BO SOMETHING.' 



BACK.' 



THERE ARE 7JVO 
OF THEM.' 



SO IT 



YOU SURE TRlEP HARP TO 
GETUSOUTOFyUKVILLE,. 
UMC, BUT YOUR SCHEME 
BACKFIREP. 

'0RAWKJ 



r GET HIM, VMOSST I THOUGHT HIS 
MOSS.' 7 NAME 
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CARNIE, WHAT'S 
GOING ON? I 
THOUGHT 1. JUST 
SAW SORCERER 
Sf EATING POPCORN 
IN THE TENT.' 



YOU DID, COLONEL.' THIS 1 
ONE'S A PHONY..,. ONE OF 

LINK'S POYS TRYING TO 
RUN US OUT OF TOWN 
SO THE CARNIVAL COULD 
SET UP HERE FOR THE 
ONE BIG WEEK OF THE 
YEAR.' HE STARTED. 
WITH THAT 
TELEGRAM.' 



y% r. 



**ii 




I KNOW HIM ....IT'S 
MOSS, THE MAGICIAN.' 
I'VE SEEN HIS ACT.' THAT 
jACCOUNTS FOR THE FIRE- 
IT WAS A MIRROR^ 
r TRICK.' 



HE" COULD HAVE CAUSED" A 
. PANIC WITH THAT TRICK, ' ^ 
COLONEL* CAU. THE YUKVIUE 
SHERIFF AND MOSS CAN , 
EXPLAIN JUST HOW 
HE PIP I** 



m. ■ 



% 
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W POLLY WANNA CRACKER/ >'. 
h SIXTEEN MEN ON A PEAP 1 
W MAN'S CHESTf TALK, «m 

m you pink, punk t* i 

j|H TURKEY, YOU.. ..'\ 


9 ffi 03* ft ^ 


"►-; 


HE Mi \ s^&rf^ I b 

it \ \l4$&tf 


N 


H^Sasifl' ■■■' ' 
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It's not really polite, but let's look 
in on a certain brash hoodlum JUST 
AFTER HE VIED 

)? IT WAS 



HIMOR/ME,j 
PUNCHY.'. 



KINPA AWKWAKP, 
CEMITOS: THE BIG BOY 
(SAVE HIM SPECIAL ORPERS 
TO Mil YOU--- AND HE 
EXPECTS TO GET HIS 
ORPERS CARRIED 
OUT.' 



BOTH THE COPS ANP J SO I PON'T TARE A ROAD/ MY 
THE BIG BOY'S GUNS-A^OYSTER BOAT'S WAITING 
WILL BE OUT FOR YOU.' \ DOWN AT THE PIER.' 
IN FIVE MINUTES, MAYBE, h I'LL SAIL AWAY UNTIL 
BYEJZY ROAP OUT OF ^S\^ IT BLOWS OVER/ 
TOWN WILL BE 
WATCH EC/ 



is€h 



cSS 
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Ah, Cwnitos -- of all •the ways 
out, you shouldn't lave taMn. 
vow own boa*.' 



A toot in fhe «KH hours brings 
Ooi flheycflice — ftlso «♦♦ 



Steve wood/ ^isvtfcrtcm.msncroK 

YOU'RE LIKE A X^FLAMAGANJ AFTER 
BUI7ARD-- COMfiN ALL, YC*/ GOT 
UVEA SHOT WHEN- \HEREFIRST£ 
EVER SO/MEBODY 
PROPS DEAD/ 




CEAHTOS.EH? HE WASN'T 
REALLY A WATERFRONT 
CROOK— BUT HE — — ■ 
SQUABBLE? WITH SOME 
OF THESE RIVER PIRATES^ 
TAND TZACKETEERS* 



IF A FRIEND OF MINE XVOU MA* HAVE OTHER V->J 
GOT RILLED. I'M SORRY 1 FRIENDS. B/G BOY, VERY 




VOU KNOW MV ASSOCIATES, 
F1ANAOAN.' THEY'VE BEEN HERE" 
ALL EVENING. PLAYING CARPS.' 
WE ALL VOUCH FOR 
. EACH OTHER/ 




IF THE BIG BOY'S 
HOODS DIDN'T GET 
CEMITOS. IT WAS 

SOMEONE ELSE 
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MY CEMITOS, HE NEVER WORRY W MARVA, I'LL PO 
ABOUT ENEMIES --BUT CAREFUL^ THIS MUCH FOR 
OP MAKING FRIENPS.' HE TRUST/ YOU.' I'LL FINP 
LITTLE WHARF-RAT NAMEP JjH*- / THE (MAN WHO 
PUNCHY --ANP HE TRUST/ ( KILLEP HIM ANP 
ME, HISMARYA.'/^ > MAKE HIM 

SUFFER.' 







YEAH, I KNOW PUNCHY— HE HAP] 
A ROOM HERE, BUT I THINK HE 
JUST CHECKEP CHJT.' WHERE 
TO, I DON'T KNOW/ 
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And so, while many search in #xe night, 0N£ figure 
in -the tragic tale seems wncpncerned .«», : 




BUT I MUST 

SEE THE BIG 
30V-ATONCE 
ABOUT WHAT 
HAPPENED 
TONIGHT/ 




you hearp the\ 

gentleman: finish ] 

your game in 7 

THE NEXT < 
ROOM V ' 




I KNOW EVERYTHING, 
F/(? #0/- WHO YOU 
SENT TO KILL CEMITOS' 
ANP HOW CeMITOS SHOT 
FIRST ANP STKAlGHTEST/v 
I WAS THERE AT THE 
TIME.' 




YES, I VOl ANP I KINPA THOUGHT \ AFTER HE SNEEREP 
YOU MIGHT WANTA SENP ALONG A /> AT MY OFFER.^1 
LITTLE DOUGH FOR WHOEVER PUT s/REFUSEP HIS BOAT^ 
CEMITOS OUTA 7 ANP HIS SERVICES, 
YOUR WAY.' J AND KILLED ONE OF 
MY MEN? CERTAINLY , 
i ; I WANT TO REWARD J 
WHOEVER PIP ME THE *< 
FAVOR OF KILLING CEMITOSM 
WHO WAS IT? n -— 



v*V 






'/ 
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you CAN 

PROVE THAT, 

PUNCHY? 



'SURE, CEMITOS TOLD 
ME WHERE HE WAS 
GOING TO GETAWAY 
UNTIL THE CASE 
BLEW OVER.' 




AND WHAT 
PIP YOU 
KILL HIM 
WITH? 
WHERE'S 
THE WEAPON 

Nowr 



S OWN SAWED- 
OFF SHOTGUN.' I 
CHUCKED IT INTO . 
THE HARBOR —J 
NOBODY CAN *S 
DREDGE IT UP7 
NOW— YOUSA1P 
THERE'P BE 
A REWARD IN 
IT FOR— 



M 



m 



CERTAINLY, CEKTAINLY.' 
HERE— TAKE THIS 
MONEY— WALLET 
AND ALL.' 



GEE, 
THANKS.' 




■ 




BECAUSE I'M GOING TO ^->. 
SHOOT YOU IN THE BACK.' YOU > 
HAVE MY WALLET, AAY WATCH, 
MY RING — I'LL TELL THE 
POLICE I CAUGHT YOU 
STEALING 
THEM.' 



NO, NO, PLEASE DON'T.' I 
KILLED CEMITOS FOR YOU.*- 
I WAS THE ONLY ONE OUTSIDE, 
YOUR MOB WHO KNEW WU 
WAS AFTER 
HIM.' 



(SO I'LL REMOVE A^ 

POSSIBLE WITNESS 

►AGAINST ME.' YOU 

HAVE THREE SECONE 

TO LIVE, PUNCHY.^ 

ONE—TWO-j 



\ 
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STEVE, THEY TELL. /ME 
YOU'VE WON A REWARP 
R>R GETTING THE 
00ODS ON THE BIG 
BOYf WHAT WILL YOU 
DO WITH SO MUCH 
MONEY r 



GIVE IT TO MARYA — 
CEMITOS WAS ALL 
SHE HAP, ANP SHE'LL 
NEEPASTAKE/ 




OH, STEVE, YOU'RE 
ONE OF THE 
KINPEST-- 




HEY, SALLY/ NOT^ 
PURING WORKING 
HOURS.' 
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whv, you &Xfi;t 

CROOK.',. TWO 
TRAINED F/SH 
ANP A FALSB- 



FE-HEE-HEE LLOWS // N 
PLE- HE6-HBB*E«ASe/, 
CAN'T YOU TAKE A < 

OKB? 
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58*0 TH* WAGON, CHIEF.' 
SOMEBODY JUST PONATEP 
A CCBPSS TO MY VOOX- 
MP I VOHT think IT 
WAS SANTA CtAUSV 







YOU CAN HAVE 



1 

VOUR INTUITION/ ^ 
.I'LL TAKE COMMON J 

SENSE FOK MINE/ * 
ANP COMMON SENSE 

SAVS HE WAS 
INSANE/ 
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SO PR* HAS A RECORPINS OF 1 
a JACKAL'S LAUGH-.Mt> ■ 
J&WV ENNI5 IS IN CHARGE 
OF SOUNP EFFECTS/ WMMM.' 
I'M GOfNS TO VISIT STAT/CW, 
p#X AHEAP OF TIME — 
TJIlSHT NOW, IN FACT.' 



\^i 



f\\ 
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'AN INVENTION OF ^sj 
WINE.' IT'S A PORTABLE 
PLAYER FOR SOUNP- 
EFFECTS 
RECORDS/ 




JERRY ENNIS SPENT A' 
YEAR IN A MENTAL HOSPITAU 
J JOLP YOU THIS WAS 

A mapmaws we** .' 




I KNOW WHAT YOU FOUNP V 
OUT.' TEP PROMISE? NEVER 
TO TEU.' BUT YOU WON'T < 
PIN THE MURDER ON ME-j 


7 / HE'S ESCAPING! \ 
< *7 I'LL STOP r^ 
> ,L__* HIM/ j-^ 




/AD 




i-,M\ 


m^wj0? 


Wgf 






© 
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are you tkyins \ 
tosayjekrv j 
wasfkameptn 

preposterous.' 




FI7AMEP BY VOI// WITH KNOX'DEAPANP ENNIS 
IN PRISON, YOU'P OWN THE STATION TO DISPOSE 
OF AS YOU PLBASBP/ IF YOU HAP KILLEP 
ENNIS TRYING TO ESCAPE, 
VOU'P BE CLEAR — 





I CAN'T THANK YOU ENOUGH.' 
I OWN THE STATION NOW, ANP 
I WON'T SELL.' I'LL MAKE 
IT THE BEST IN •>r-—--' , . ., 

thecountry/V^J'sSl 

REQUEST.... 

PLEASE BREAK THAT 

SOUNPEFFECTRECORP, 1 

WILL YOUr-THE ONE 

OF THE JACKAL'S. 

LAIK5H.' 



/ 
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IE WHERE IN THE SUBURBS OF WESTON 
LIVES A LOVABLE, OLD LADY! NO ONE WOULD 
HAVE BELIEVED THAT THIS QUAINT PERSON 
HAD A SECRET PASSION FOR CRIMINAL 
INVESTIGATION AND INVENTION. .THESE HOBBIES 
CAME IN HANPY WHEN GRANNY GUMSHOE GOT 
INVOLVED IN A STRANGE ADVENTURE/ IT ALL 
STARTEP WHEN HER GRANDAWJHTERJUPPy W, CALLED 
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r 



LISTEN TO THIS,GRANNV.. V, AMKWG HIS FIRST 
APPEARANCE IN WESTON IN A GENERATION, ', 
MASTER VENTRILOQUIST, PROFESSOR ' 
HIRAM ECHO, //ILL AMAZE LOCAL 
AUDIENCES WITH HIS FAMOUS 
PUMMV, &PUNTER , AT THE OLD ' 
OPERA THEATER TONIGHT!" ■ 
WE'RE COIN' TO SEE HIM, AIN'T, 
WE, GRANNy? 



tti 



m 



'x 



?, 



f 



V WELL, I'D HOPED TO FINISH 
THIS \.MP...LAN06AKE6! 

THAT'S HIRAM ECHO// HE 
CARVED THAT DUM/W 
OUT OF A BIG- BOUGH 
THAT PELL FROM THE 
OLD HICKORY TREE IN 
FRONT OF THIS HOUSE 
TWENTy FIVE yEARS AGO/ 
WHy, HE USED TO BE OUR. 
NEIG-HBOR// 




IN HIS ORESSIN& 

mooHpp THE 

THEATER, WE FIND 

ECHO)N~A6TRAM6E 

MOOD.. ,„;, 



UNBELIEVABLE.'! IVB USED ^1 
THAT DUMMV SO LONG THAT IVt 
COME TO REGARD IT AS HUMAN.. 
SPEAKING TO IT.. ASKING IT -<W 
QUESTIONS LfK"E IT HAD A , \ 
PERSONALITy OF ITS OWN.' I ] 
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I'VE WAITED SILENTLY FOR TWENTY- \ 1 
FpUK YEARS TO COME TO LIPB , WHILE A. 
yot/ GOT ALL THE GLORY / YOU WERE 
ACCLAIMED AS THE GREATEST VENTRILOQUIST/ 
*^^,^***««<h, W £LL, VOU'RE 
^%, FINISHEO 
% THINKING 
% FOR «£, 




F TONIGHT Z QUIT/ 
I'M STARTING AN , 
ACT OF Af V" OWV/ 

I'LL SETTLE WITH 
YOU IN THE DRESSING 
ROOM/ 




TFs — 

HAPPENED, 

I HAVEN'T 
SAID A 
WORP. 
FOR H/M/ 
INCKEDlBLSr 



HMM! I THINK * 
E'S GOME- 
THING QUEER 
HAPPENING 
UNDER 
OUR VERY 
NOSES, 
CHILD/ 
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THINK I'LL BE 
VISITING BACK 
STAGE/ 




tXWFEl 
KMO 




SfiS$ 






^ 



POOR OLD HIRAM.. 
THAT BLOW FROM 
SPLINTER'S HICKORY 
PI6T BROKE HIS ■ On, 
NECK.' THERE G0E6 
THE LITTLE RASCAL 
OUT THE WINDOW/ 



I 








SPLINTER DROPPED THIS GARCT 
AS HE JUMPED OUT/ HMM.. 
GUESS HE'S GOING TO THIS 
PLACE TO PICK UP SOME 
TALENT FOR HIS OWN ACT, 
BUT I'M GOING THERE 
TO PICK UP SPLINTER' 
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IN THE OFFICE 
OF JOHN KNOT, 
THE DUMMV 
MANUFACTURER.. 




My NAME'S SPUNTER/r HAW,HAW.'6OO0 
TM STARTING AN ACTJOM. PROFESSOR M 
OF MY OWN ANO I <V ECHO AND HIS " 
NEED A BEAUTIFUL Y JOKES/HOW'S HE 
6IRL DUMMY AS ./ MAKE Vt)U WALK, 

A PARTNER/ Bflflk SPLINTER? 



LOOKS LIKE I GOT HERE J 
■ JUST IN TIME/ 



JOKE?THlS, 
IS NO OOKBS 
I'M AUVC/ 
OVA HEAR? 

Auve/ii-i 

«A6fi 90UP. 
EAPINAMD 
PROVE IT/ 



Sty 





/tV WE WORKSHOP 
APQVE THE OFFICE 



I INVENT ^ 
THE 



THINGS. >i 
LIKE THIS > 
SPRAY GUN 
BUILT INTO 
MY UMBRELLA, 





C^MV GRACIOUS/SPLINTER.. v 
LOOKS LIKE YOU'RE STUCK , 
J FOR THIS ROUND/ 

LV, 




3 
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NEXT DAY, 
GRANNY'S 
PLAN TO 
CAPTURE 
SPLINTER 
1-6 WELL 
L/NPER 
IV AY.. 



GRAMMy.. HERE'S THOSE INSECTS YOU 
TOLO ME TO SET PROM THE BEAMS OP 
THAT DESERTED OLD HOUSE ON THE 

-f- ---v. -V CORNER/ 

GOOD/ MY PAKE AD WILL 





//V ANOTHER 
PART OF 
TOWN.. 



ah i exactly' 

WHAT I'M - 

LOOKIW& FOR'.' 

A GIRL DUMMy 

s POK SALS/ 



%w^. 



l'#1 
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NOJNOi, 

HOT THAT/* 
ANYTHING . 
BUT THAT/ 







, this big Guy wr^- 

IS CAPTAIM OF B <^ 
mLthe HOMICIDE ■ ' 

> SQUAD, , 
( GRANNY^ 



r DON'T BEUEVE 
THIS DUMMV 
MURDERER 
STORY. BUT I'D 
"LIKE TO GET 
A LOOK AT 
THE DUMMV 
ANYWAY, MRS. 
GUMSHOE/ 



fe£ 
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@M$ lads are feeling pretty 
low.' Iteberta and "J&giiv 

have had Quite a spat, and 
^Roberta's choice (is* a new 
iwy friend doesn't meet . '. 
with their approval at all 
•••as they have just 
told Koger/ 
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f/T I HEARD HIM 

/ say through 
[the window he 
1 tmouowt you were 
k:nda tinkly in 
the brain.' 



'i A 



GEE WILLIKERS/ 
MAYBE HE'D TRY 
TO SET ROBERTA 
TO SEND ME AWAY 

OR SOMETWIN'.', 



H 



WELL, IF HE'S 
TRYIN' TO MAKE 

ME OUT A 

GOOFY PERSON, 

WHY CAN'T WE 

FlGGER A SCHEME 

TO MAKE HIM LOOK 

THE SAME WAY? 



YES, ONLY 

MORE 

SO/ 



I'LL GIVE 
SOME HEAVY 
THOUGHT AND 
SEE YOU EARLY 
TOMORROW/ 



1^ r - 
1 c *- tl 



z 



but Roberta, ^it's pynwood's idea 
why do i have to ] that i send you to bed 



GO TO BED SO 
AWFUL EARLY? 
WE JUST HAP 

SUPPER.' 



1 



'EARLY... AND, BESIDES, I 
, HAVE TO RETIRE SOON 
' MYSELF AS HE'S CALLING 
VERY EARLY TO TAKE ME , 
HIKING TOMORROW/ 



Came the 
i dawn... or soon , 
'after that, 

anyway «... 



«e3* 



JIPPITY/ I'M 
THE FIRST ONE 
UP.... ROBERTA'S 

STILL ASLEEP/ 



BUT HERE 
COMES THAT 
OLD PYNWOOD..." 



m 



AH, THE 

TANG IN THIS < 

AIR PUTS 



LIFE IN 
ONE.' 



' 



^■'v-«w-« 



%, 



# 



[The /s EARLY.'. 

THE MILKMAN IS JUSTJS*^ 

DELIVERING THE BOTTLES )> 
ACROSS THE STREET/ 



AH, LASSIE..TNJ 
IS ROBERTA 
UP VET? 



\**, 



f 



I 



M 



\ / 



OH, DEAR/ 



WHAT'S WRONG* 



LOOKS LIKE 



that Stupid olp 

milkman has left 

our milk by 

mistake acros 

the street 

AGAIN.' 
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SO YOU'RE THE 
BANDIT WHO'S BEEN 
PINCHING MV 

MILK! 





m 



T.ET us draw a 
merciful iron 
curtain over the 
sad aftermath of 
this milky melee,' 

Suffice to say 
tihat Pynwood 
was more convinced 
than ever that 
Lassie should 
be put away/ 
But superb tact 
and persuasion.' 
by Roberta finally 
mollifies the young 
man and sets the 
stage —alas, for 
more mix-ups.' 
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While lassie still tries to 
Square herself and do Bogen 
a good turn at the same time.. 



BUT HONEST, ROBERTA, I WAS" 
'PEAPIN' ABOUT A WAN WHO THOUGHT 
HE WAS A CAT ANP WOULP ONLY 
£AT WHAT CATS LIKE — YOU 
KNOW -MILK ANP F/5H —ANP 
k FlSH~ ANP-ANP,YOU KNOW — 
MILK.' 






WELL, ER - 
PYNWOOD 
P/P SDRTA 
GO AFTER 
THAT WILKIN 
A BIG WAY, 
DIDN'T HE? 





Next day-pain-in-the-neck or not, 
Pyrvwood 5s game! The 'ZOO... 



STAY HERE WITH THE KIPS A 
MINUTE, WILL YOU, PYNWOOD, 
WHILE I GET US SOME 
HOT POGS "> 





IteAW.' 

MY BALL 

BOUNCED 
THROUGH 
THE FENCE.' 



bTHEFI 
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CATS Llk£ X/DIDJA SEE 

FISH.roo, ) mimP/V£ 
VOU KNOW, 1 POK TNATi 
ROBERTA .'/V ONE? 



HELP.' 

I GET ME 
OUTA 
HERB.', 



'SURE.' THEM 

SEALS CAN'T 

BEAT you TO 

THE PUNCH.* 

EVe/tV TIME, 

KIP.' 



HOt HO.' NO! 
HA! MA! HA! 



T-90W A PISH 
TO THE 

SEALS 
5* EACM 



-Vo 




r^ 




•.r^ 




^GEE? FOR VOH, GIVE ME 
A CAT, J STRENGTH' 

^THOUGH/T^--. — - -^ROBERTA^ 

HE DOES ^v V / WOULD YOU 

COME FROM ^ { PIPAGE 
A NICE FAMILY. /J^ >££"•* 




I'M NO COWARP....THERE'S IRON ANP STEEL 
IN MY VEINS.' N\V ANCESTORS SETTLEP THIS 
LANP AND PIONEEREP ITS PLAINS.' THEY 
FOUGHT, SUFFEREP, ANP DIED IN EVERY 
WAR THIS COUNTRY EVER FOUGHT.' I'M A 
GAME SUV.' I CAN TAKE IT AS WELL AS ANY 
MAN, BUT, SO HELP ME, THERE'S A LIMITTO 
WHAT FLESH AND SLOOP CAN STANP.' IF YOUR 
SISTER LASSIE ISNT A LUNATIC, 
THEN, BY GODFREY ~ 





,Sp Roger gets a phone call... 



WHAT'S THAT?... IT'S 
VOU, ROBERTA... ANP YOU 
WANT ME TO JOIN SOU AT 
THE ZOO? OH, BOY, WILL 

17... EEYOW.' AM 

I HAPPY/ 
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\/f ORNE had been warned aaginst it. There 
was every reason to believe that the warn- 
ings were on the level. He had, himself, heard 
of the terrible tribe that lived beyond the 
headwaters of the Nobi River in Afghanistan. 
He had heard also of the gold that lay in 
that far vastness. 

Adolf Morne meant to get some of that 
gold! 

As he rode along on trie patient little bush 
mule, he let his thoughts rove. His had been 
a, life of little interest. Living in cramped 
London, working as a tailor, he had had only 
one diversion — reading, reading exciting ac- 
counts of explorers and. big game hunters and 
men who went to the far corners of the earth 
for thrills and knowledge. He had always told 
himself that if he were not a tailor, and poor 
on top of it, he would be one of these men. 

Then the chance came for which he had 
been looking all his thirty-two years of life. 
He had bought a sweepstakes ticket one blus- 
tery day from a street vendor. He had put it 
into his pocket and promptly forgot it. 

The great race had been run. But Adolf 
Morne didn't know he was a winner until the 
messenger came to his -flat one night and 
knocked loudly. Morne had answered the door, 
accepted the message, and for a moment, had 
been afraid to open it. Telegrams always 
presaged bad news, didn't they? Yet, Morne 
had no kin. He ripped the envelope open. 

YOUR TICKET ON MATCHLESS WON 
FIFTY THOUSAND POUNDS. CALL AT 
OFFICES OF CASEY AND ALBRIGHT 
MONDAY. 

Adolf Morne had slumped down on the 
doorsill and looked stricken. It couldn't he 
true. He knew that it must be some monstrous 
joke. 

"No," he told himself over and over again. 
"It can't be. Not me. Anybody else but me." 
He pinched himself several times. Then he 
got up and closed the door. For the rest of 
the evening he sal as one in a trance. Then 
at a late hour he went to bed. 



Morne didn't show up at his tailoring shop 
the next morning. It was Monday. He went 
instead to the address given in the wire. Af- 
ter a short delay, in which he had to prove 
himself really Adolf Morne, a draft for fifty- 
thousand pounds was placed in his hands. He 
staggered out of the office and never did know 
how he got home. 

He had all that money! Now he could in- 
dulge his one ambition — to make a long trip 
searching for treasure and adventure! 

Mome never returned to his tailoring shop. 
He boarded a ship for Asia. That was long 
weeks ago. It was in a bazaar in Turkey that 
he heard about the gold that was to be had 
in northern Afghanistan. 

And now he sat on a little mule headed for 
the very spot. He looked up into the pale 
cold blue of the skies. A vulture wheeled 
high, probably eyeing him as a likely candi- 
date for dinner. He spoke to his mule. The 
little creature sped up a bit. 

In due course, Morne came to a high ridge 
of rock hills. This was, he knew, the border 
between safety and probable death. The tribes- 
men who lived beyond this ride, he had been 
warned, were truly deadly people. A few per- 
sons had penetrated to their land. None had 
ever returned. Morne somehow could not think 
that death would overtake him here in this 
forsaken land. One thing he wanted: to be 
buried in the little churchyard in Bath. This 
was a long weary march 'across the seas to 
Bath. If he actually died in these wild hills, 
no one would ever know. There was no one 
to claim his body. No, the vultures would 
claim.it. 

He crossed the ridge and headed down to- 
ward the vast valley that lay sprawled at his 
fcjt. The wind blew hard And it felt cold. He 
knew that down in the valley it would be 
warm. He urged the mule forward. 

He chose, a nice campsite along a wide but 
shallow stream. A few strange looking trees 
shaded the camp. It was not only warm in 
the valley, it was hot — Blistering hot! Morne 
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drank at the stream and let his mule drink. 

It was good to be alive and to be the pos- 
sessor of fifty thousand pounds. He knew, 
something kept telling him, that this fifty 
thousand would soon grow to be many times 
fifty. He meant to find gold! 

He found it long before he hoped to. He., 
was dipping up a pan of water one morning, 
for making bread, when he spied something 
yellowish and glittering in the bed of the 
stream. He picked it up. Gold! Morne had 
read several books on minerology and placer 
mining. He knew gold when he saw it. 

He forgot all about bread. He set to work 
panning. He panned all that day. By evening 
he had a sack of nuggets that weighed several 
pounds. Already he was growing rich and he 
had only landed in this fabulous countrv. 

. Day after day, Morne panned gold. Once 
he found a veritable ledge of solid gold, 
which when he had hacked it loose from its 
mother rock, he found weighed more than 
a paving brick. 

Rich! 

Morne kept all his gold right where he 
could look at it during the long evenings and 
nights. He liked to see the firelight sparkle 
on it. He even had most of his fifty thousand 
pounds, in notes, propped up among the gold 
nuggets. He loved the very beauty of it. 

One evening, as he sat dreaming about the 
fire, a sudden thought struck him: his mule 
would be unable to carry out all the gold he 
had found. Even if he walked, the mule could 
not carry much over two hundred pounds. 
He knew he had more than that weight al- 
ready. He'd have to stop and start out of the 
region. He'd sell his gold in Kabul. 

Morne began hurriedly packing the little 
animal with two heavy sacks, each of them 
crammed with more than one hundred of yel- 
low, lovely nuggets. It made a great load, and 
the little mule didn't like it at all. 

Morne talked to his mule, explaining how 
important it was that they reach Kabul. The 
little mule must be brave. He, Morne, would 
not forget this bravery. Much grain and hay- 
would be the mule's lot when they arrived in 
civilization. 

Adolf Morne began leading the mule along 
the miles of sandy terrain that lay between 
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his camp and the foothills of the ridge he 
had crossed to enter this land. 

He had taken as much water as he could 
himself carry; the mule could carry nothing 
except the gold. Thai was load enough. 

About half way across the dreary waste, 
with a new sandstorm whipping across the 
plain, yet not withal too bothersome, Morne 
thought he detected a few dark dots low on 
the horizon. They were moving. He watched 
them as he trudged along, tired and very 
thirsty. They seemed to grow larger. They 
were indeed coming his way, the terrible 
tribesmen! 

Morne whipped his mule and called to it 
in begging tones. They must reach the ridge 
and get over it. The tribesmen would surely 
eat them both otherwise. But the mule put 
on no more speed. The dots grew larger.. 

Morne broke into a run, smacking at the 
mule's rump with a leather strap. The animal 
responded a bit. Then suddenly the earth gave 
way beneath the man's feet and he was plung- 
ing down — down — 

With a great splash he hit water. He sank 
far beneath the surface. Then he bobbed to 
the top and his head broke through. He gasped 
for breath. 

It seemed that he was racing along with a 
great tide. In the grip of a swift current. 
Morne was swept along. What had happened 
to him he had no idea. Where had he fallen 
to? What had become of the mule and the 
gold? 

Morne struggled with the current but he 
could not get loose. All was pitch dark in the 
tunnel through which his body shot. Then a 
speck of gray showed ahead. He shot into 
the bright daylight and found himself in a 
clear, limpid lake. He knew then what had 
happened: he had fallen through the earth's 
crust and landed smack in an underground, 
river. It had just emptied him into yiis lake. 

He recognized the lake; it was many miles 
from the ridge. He' knew that if the mule had 
fallen too, its great weight of gold would 
have drawn it quickly to the bottom. His gold 
was lost. So was his fifty thousand pounds. 

It was a long trek back to Kabul. He would 
have to beg his way back to England. He was 
glad he hadn't sold his tailoring shop! 
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WHERE PIP YOU EVER 
FIND THAT PUMB LOOKING^/ 
GOBLIN? 



WHO *- VVilSUR ? HE^!) 
NOT SO DUMB AS 
,HE MAYLOOk.' 




aAMOS 



Awdr* XcBlanC 





WILBUR WILL 
TAKE IT TO 
HIM/ 



THAT'S FINE, AND MAYBE 
WITH TRAINING, HE AV 
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OH, WELL, IT'S TIME 
WE'RE HEADING 
BACk, TOO/ ...IT'S 
QUITE LATE/... UH... 
HERE COMES MR. 
SPEARS, THE 
MYSTERIOUS 
STOREKEEPER.' 
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I'M VERY BUSY." 
CAN'T STOP TO 
TALK.' 




MR. SPEARS ALWAYS CLOSES 
SHOP AND GOES HOME ABOUT 
THIS TIME/ I HADN'T 
REALISED IT WAS 
GETTING SO it— ^ANDWE 
LATE/ yf COULD DO 

WELL AND FOLLOW 

HIS EXAMPLE, 

EH, WILBUR? 



But Jasper Spears 5s destined 
never to reach home -that night 
... or any other night.... 
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J*M ARRESTING YOU, MR. 
COLES, FOR THE MURDER OF 
JASPER SPEARS.' AND 
BESIDES HAVING PERSONALLY 
HEARD THE GUNFIRE, I HAVE 
HERE A WITNESS WHO 
SAW YOU COMMIT 
^THE CRIME/, 

'ridiculous.' 

UTTER 
NONSENSE.' 



BUT 
AMOS, 

VOU 
SAID..., 



'hah: so this is how' 
ouk brave police 
come to frighten 
[tax-paying citizens 
with guns and 
threats.' ...by the 
mouthing? of 
children.' 






YOU SAW ME 
ON MY WAY HERE.' 
SINCE I ARRIVED, 
I'VE BEEN AT THE 

DINNER TABLE.'. 

MY FRIENDS 

CAN SWEAR THAT 

I HAVEMT STEPPED 

OUT, EVEN FOR 

ONE MOMENT.' 



OF COURSE, I CAN 
READILV MAKE 
ALLOWANCES.',., I HOLD 
NOTHING AGAINST THE 
CHILD.'... I«VO»VHOW. 
CHILDREN ARE.' BUT. 
SOU, AN OFFICER OF 
THE LAW...I SHALL 
HAVE TO SPEAK 
TO YOUR CHIEF.' 



A 
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WELL, GRAN'PA, YOU CAN BELIEVE 

HIM IF YOU. WANT TO.' BUT, IN 

COURT, IT WILL BE THE WORP 

OP ONE KIP AGAINST THE 

WHOLE "SOCIAL ROW"... 




,. and so it was in court.... against 
fifty , one stood firm 



And, brother, 
it's a lot of 
meat against 
that one little 

POTATO.' 



« 



§ 





...while the fifty Swore 
■with shake o£ head . 
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Short moments later 
aJr- flm railway! 




'...ANDTHATSHOW 
MR. COLES HAPPENED 
^TO BE IN TWO PLACES , 
AT THE SAME 
TIME/ 



;r=3*-, 



VES, OUR 
MR. COLES 

JW/NSi 



WELL, IT SEEMS CLEAR 

WOW THAT THIS WAS A 

CLEVER CONSPIRACY FOR 

A-REVENGE KILLING.' BUT 

HOW DID YOUR GOBLIN 

GET WISE TO THE 

TWIN BUSINESS? 



JS» 



NOTICE THAT INTELLIGENT, \ 
(OBSERVANT EXPRESSION?... } 
WELL, THE DAY WILBUR J 
RETURNED MR. COVES' -C 
WALLET, HE OBSERVED A il 
TATTOOED FLOWER OH 
COLES' RISHT HAND.' 
AND HE IMMEDIATELY 
NOTED THAT IT WAS 
MISSING ON THE MAN 
WE ARRESTED AT 
DINNER/ 

^SIMPLE, I 
BH? 



J) V*;< 



i^< 
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WT YES, SERGEANT.... ." 




W TWO OF 'EM ... ROBBED 


i 


■H THE AUSTlW HOUSE ... 


! 


■-P. ANt? SHOT SIMMONS A 


■ 


lik. and me/ ^ 






ns si ■ 


■■■'L.-I 




Bp^fct 




*v 




HSb'XM 


wSsgUk 1 


' -* *Jm 




Ml 


' jVf ^^*^J?^^ ""^'/TSW fc / /M 


^jf I 


-^^H Hl^^v 


v., 


IJH 



The news is broadcast 
over police short wave. 



AUSTIN IS PEAP ». HIS BUTLER' 
DYINiS.' SIMMONS AWP ROGERS ARE 
EXPECTED TO LIVE.' THERE WERE TWO 
KILLERS, BOTH WEARING LONG COATS AND, 
LOW-PULLEP HATS.' BOTH ARE QUICK ON 
THE DRAW ANP PEAPLV SHOTS/ THEV 
ARE PANGEROUS CRIMINALS ANP, 
MUST BE APPREHENDED/ 





NATIONAL COMICS 




NATIONAL COMICS 





The news is broadcast 
over police short wave... 



S AUSTIN IS PEAP - HIS BUTLER 
? VYING! SIMMONS AND ROGERS ARE 
' EXPECTED TO LIVE/ THERE WERE TWO 
KILLERS, ROTH WEARING LONG COATS AND, 
LOW-PUILEP HATS.' BOTH ARE QUICK ON 
THE DRAW ANP DEADLY SHOTS/ THEY 
ARE DANGEROUS CRIMINALS AND j 
MUST BE APPREHENDED/ 

HMMMi 

SOUNDS 

BAD.' 







And -that trail has heen. 
picked up already -i>y 
QVXCKSJXJVEKl 
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quicksilver's ear is keen— 
a split second is all he needs/ 






H-HE SHOT M£ lO 
PROTECT HIMSELF/... 
LISTEN ... I'LL PAV 

H/M FOR THAT 

HIS NAME IS -IS.. . 



■z<ng_ 



THAT MUST BE 
' HIS LAST BULLET/ 
' BUT I'M AFRAIP 
• IT'S THE LAST 
' OF EVERYTHING 

FOR THIS <5/RL,1 
TOO/ 



;« 
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BUT I'M QUICKSILVER.' 

I'M ON THE LAW'S SIDE.' 
WHEN I HEARD THE 
SHORT-WAVE 
BROADCAST—, 



YOU'D SAY THAT, 
OF COURSE/ J\ 
I HEARD THE A 
^BROADCAST MYSELF.' 
AND I FOLLOWED 
YOU TO THIS DEN 
BY THAT TRAIL 
OF FALLEN 
PEARLS/ 



X 
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SO YOU KNOW BY 
NOW THAT I'M NOT ) 
ON THE SIPE OP 
LAW ANP 

OKPER? 



I KNOW YOU'RE THE 
SURVIVING KILLER --ANP 
THAT WE JUST CAME 
FROM YOUR DEN.' YOU 
SPOKE OV FOLLOWING 
PEOPPEP PEARLS — . 



..N 



fe 



m. 









NATIONAL COMICS 







SPLENPIP, QUICKSILVER! X I'M NO UNPERWORLP 
PROBABLY THIS WILL CLEAR J CHARACTER/ I'M IN 
UP A BUNCH OF SOCIETy <f THE BLUE BOOK-mOWH 
BURGLARIES WE COUIWTA TO THE BEST FAMILIES/ 

CRACK/ , ^ \ YOU CANT DO 

THIS TO ME 






m. 



Wa 



I'M A GENTLEMAN/ V NOT A COMMON 
yOU, QUICKSILVER, I ONE! IF THERE 
ARE A COMMON / WERE MORE HONEST 
RUFFIAN/ J RUFFIANS LIKE ME,. 
* THERE'P BE FEWER ^ 
MURPERING, STEALING, 
SNEAKING GENTLEMEN 
LIKE YOU.' t-^ 




DUX ITS K£EHf RAPID FIRING 




£*W 



REPEATING 



CAP PISTOL 






PROMPT 
SHIP**** 




A- 



$J95 



. RAPID FIRING! • LOOKS LIKE A REAL "45" 
• ACTUALLY SMOKES ON FIRING 
. HAS LOUD EXPLOSIVE REPORT 

It's a thriller. Yes! Looks and 

feels like (he Automatic "45'a" 

carried by our Army Officers . . 

with a plastic "Pearl" handle. 

Easy to reload. Any boy would 
gladly nivo his entire allowance for one of these. 
ORDER DIRECT... TODAY.. .PROMPT SHIPMENT 
Satisfaction is guaranteed. Send check or money order for immediate ship- 
ment— express charges colled. (Smallest order 11.00. No C.O.D. orders.) 

UTILITIES STORES, 117 S. Wabash Ave,, Dept MP,Chlcap.o 3. III. ! 

I enclose} Ship at once via express, charges collect, I 

. G-Boy Repeating Cap pistols rolls of caps, and ., . .holsters. , 

I Name. ., , , ■ 

Please Print Name and Address I 

| Street or R.F.D I 

I City 



EllMilhtd 1906 



.State. . 



I 



LOOK'. WADS OF fU"», 

SPEED BOflt 



for /mmetf/ate Sh 



.Bttl '6mm. Mov, e P, 



'pment; 



rojector 










°"'On 



a wonderful 0»- 



K ""NO }l 

'( Moving \| 

i Parts ) 



Exuacosy ■ EnioytheF„„of MoviesatHo 5 m : ' ? r 



/^AUMeUU J 



2-inch lens i„ foci:' „ ""e-up Reel 



51750 

I / (Mevir 
■ ^ Project,- j 



_Mfla^cp UP0N NOW! 




Plus Postage 
— , — ■"' nwn: 

!KaTR2iS? iB3 s=r 

t.arloons jit. $2 71 

*-_ 

for which i enolosm S Eomowi .__ 

iiiune. 



Slrpflt or R.H.I) _ 



■» c u 



-State, 





is*** 9 




Sxc/) 
neiv/jw/rc, 



vY//?£ 





J 

PlAy AMERICAS GREATEST CAME. 
Now packed with new electrical excitement, a thrill- 
ing new principle. You and your opponent are 
quarterback - field general! Smart football 
usually wins. Imagine this: Score 7 to 7 
. . . only two minutes to play. You call for 
a long pass, trick play or end run . . . ZINGO? 
the lights flash . . . it's over for a touchdown and 
win. $2.50 

<}cukz TESTING KIT Have fun testing your electric 

game circuits. Complete with directions and two 
standard flashlight batteries. 50 cents. 

Gomes operate on two standard flashlight batteries available 

- GLOW LIGHT PLAY STOVE. 

100% safe. Turn either one of the 
two levers, and there's a lovely red 
glow, but no heat to burn little fin- 
gers. LIGHTS UP. LOOKS REAL. 
Heavy lacquered white washable 
card stock reinforced with wood. 
Sturdily built. 13 x 6 x 7 inches. 
Batteries included. $2.00 






TOUCHDOWN and VICTORY I 

rAST ACTION . . . EVERY SECOND 

(Z'teC&liC BASEBALL The mo*, 

realistic game ever made. Pitcher con- 
trols the speed of a steel ball: Batter 
"swings" by pressing a contact button «- 
the ball crosses the plate. Instantly the pla J 
flashes on the multiple lighted electric diamon. 1 
Thrilling action! It's ELECTRIC/! S2.5. 1 

&fec&UC BOWLING ItV fascinating. 
Demands skill through coordination of 
eye and hand to score spares and strikes. S2.50 
of your neighborhood sfore. $2.50 without batteries. 



Mail Today - Money Back Guarantee 



ELECTRIC GAME CO.. INC. 
J 463 Front Street. Holyoke, Mass. 
■ Gentlemen: I enclose S 
J Please ship Postpaid items marked (X) 



D flECWC FOOTBAll 
O RfCIBC BASEBALL 
D flECTBIC BOWLING 
O GAME mTlNO KIT 



$2 50 
S7.S0 
S3 .SO 
% . 



O GLOW LIGHT HAT STOVE JJ.OO 



J Name^ 
\ Streets 
■ Town^ 



State. 



■ SORRY. NO COD. ORDERS AT CHRISTMAS TIME AS THEY DELAY SHIPMENTS 



